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‘* wondring Nations of on World convince; : 
That France has Subjeéts worthy of their Prince, 





SATIRE Vie ON 
‘Ww"™ Noi is this, good me 


Cries 

Affault my Ears and keep uafhut my Byes? 
| ‘What fpiteful Goblin do’s this Clamour make? 
+, Do Men at Paris go to Bed. to wake? 
| The Caterwauling Cats in Garret groul, 
Worfe than Cur-Dogs anights ia Hamlets houl -j 
| Difturb’d and Terrify’d, ia vain I rouze 4 

It rattles as if Hei] was in the Houfe. pe “ 
| One grumbies like a Tyger bere 5 and there 
| _ One, like a {quawling Brat torments my Bar. 
| This is not all my Curfe ; ‘the Mice and Rats 
“* To wake me feem in Confort with the Cats: 
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*) all Thi ce contpire to break my Reft, - 
4 obama diftarbs mie leaft : 
onde the thrill Cock his Afattins crows, 
an the Smith rifes and-his Hammer goc$+ 
Heav’n for my Sins has pofted him fo near, 
That on his Anvil ev’ry Thump I hear; 

_ Attears my Brains, and ev’ry dreadful Sound 
Makes in iy Head « terrible Rebound. 

: ie ow Carts and ‘Coaches tun along the Streets, 
* And next my Ear the Mafons Mufic greets ; 

2 “Now Doors unlock’d on rufty Hinges jer, 

a And opening Shops, expofe deceitful Ware: 

3 Now Clocks and Cries, a horrid Confort make, 
: © patting Priefts for hated Duties wake: 
_ Now in the neigb’ring Tours the crazy Bells “~ 

: By drunken Sextons ring departing Kuells ; 

‘The troubled’ Air they with Contofion fill, 
ee the Dead,. fhe Living kill; 
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How cou'd lin the Street, for there twas worfe.” 
* I pret where e’er I went, from Throng to Throng, . 


$44» 14h 


Joftled and fhov’d, and fometimes heav'd. along ; 
The Crowd inceflantly cam¢on in Swarms, |» ' 
I fearce had Ufe of Feet, and noae of Arms 56%) _ 
‘Torn are my Ruffles, rumpled my Cravat, 7 4 
And rudely from my Head they tofs my Hat. nt 
‘+ Here to’ards the Church a pompous Funeral Show 


Advances with a folemn March, and flow ; ey 
There, Lackies fall together by the Bars,; " : 
And there fet Dogs upon the Paflengers 5 s 
Here Paviers ftopping me, I’m ata Lofs, i Hy 
And there I meet an ill prefaging Crofs ors a 


Here filers are at work, and down they pour, 
Of Dirt. and Brick and Tile a danftrous Show’r; 
O2 P= ge, sel There® | 











* [bid. Verfe as 3. , & Hee 
—— Nobis oseantibas chat Me - 
Unda prior, magnd populus premit agmine lumbos, . ” $ 
Qui fequitur, Terie hic qubito, ferit affere duro ogc 
Alter, at hic tignum capitiincecit, ille metreram, 9 


. + Horace, Ml, «2. Kerf. 24. 
Triftia eT osinteneertaens Pianftris. 









gto eet by, it fares the fame. 
" ‘ s foon are follow’d by a Score, 

4 igen Masti store 

144s ill Luck wot'd have it, inthe Nick, 











eof Oxen in the Street appears ; 
Atrives to pafs 5 one Lows, another Swears, 














Heav’n cnet ethane 
And none his Voice, to Demons, dreadfal min 

Before no Paflage, aoRetreat behind; 
. “Still crouding.as they croud they fafter bind : 
Bat I, who had-an Affignation made, 


As well afraid that 1 might come too late, 
‘As weary in fo curft a Place to wait, i 
Not knowing to what Saint my Vows to pay, 
I ventar’d ev’ry thing to make my Way, 


Yale, 


- Apd twenty Kennels was oblig’d to leap; if 
1 fqueez'd and hhoy'd, but ftill twas worfe and. w 
For now I met with G——-r andshis Horfes, . 

The Water on my Face,. and Cloaths was d 
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nd the molt haftythert ft got his Mat: Bee 

e of, {thé tottering Plank muft pil, iy 
y adit fill “Be Wéeter where T was; ait 


= which’ from’Spouts in Torrents fell,” td 
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"8 Bot: hen th 
PM sitet Cha 
- When o'er his Bags the: glad t 
His Bills examines, and Ao ssihysdeski si 
When ev'ry Phing at the AMarchenenf’s in Peace, 
Then the Thieves fally and the City-fiere! °°! 
No Wood Wied body natin Aa if 
Bot what’s Rill fafer than a Paris Street. 
“Wretched the Man whom Bufinefs keeps sro, 
The Danger wou'd be ‘lefs to’ traft the Road: © 
If thro’ an ‘Alley he’s oblig’d togo, 8" Me 
Tis odds but he in Ambofh fintls the Foe; 
‘Befet by Rogues, faloted with a-Curfe, 
’Tis well if they're contented ‘with his Purfe; oo 
If he refifts they cut his Throat, and thea 9. ” 
His Deatl’s:recorded by fome Ballad Pew’ “ ‘ 
Or faag in-dogprel Vere, or ferves to fill 90s 
The Talesof ‘Maflacres and Weekly Bill. . os sl 
Sy aah hood ue ‘04 rook 



















ges to Bed,: I'd. gosto flep. 
ia Town to hope for Reft, 
Eyes, and Quiet flies dade 
And oman Candle’s out before 1 find 
No Bafe is there, or for the Byes or Mind ; 
~ Some def sae galore his Piftol Fires, “, 
Nor always innocent of Blood retires , 
oT al sh Windows and sheteinatpin tise: 
And Fear prefeats the Robber to my Byes : 
x wk {Murder ! Help. me! Help ! I hear ’em cry 
Th eves, Thieves ; and ferenaded thos I lie. 
is "Son Fire they tell.me’s in our Neighbour’s Houfe, 
: “And fron my Bed in mostal Dread I rouze 

Ha lf naked from ovr Houfe to hisIrun, — 
eh in Teer ca i take our own ; 
he raging Flames our Neighbourhood deftroy, 
 eemenabienam kethey 
Wb smanyan Agios Rogue and greedy Grok 




























And the choat’d ire is loft it felf-in Smoke: 

Still pale with Fear, 1 tomy Houfe retura’d, 
And ev'ry Thing, methought, about me burn'd 
Twas light before Fto PA eGR mete 
But Day is tomy Bed and Night the fame: a 
.° Lay me down to reft, for Reft ih pray, 





Which none can have in Town unlefs they pay. — 
* At Paris, Sleep like other Things is fold, 
And you maft purchafe your Repofe with Gold ft 
“Room withia Room, at Rates exceflive, bite, sites 
And far from thofe that front the Street retire ; eS 

Tis well if you the Noife from thence can keep, , 
And if in any Corner you can fleep. ete 
Paris is for the Richa glorious Place, 

. From Town they when they a to Country : 





: a oer shoes otreats par 
s rich may on his: Wealth employ» 
: , and fweetly hisdear felf enjoy. . 
ccisiehitndnitain Hoateaor Hon 
m glad if any one will make me Room ; ¢ : 
a hire anothet’s Bedj > | *: 
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NT? more, my | Mafey,tho! Satie: may prevail,, 
i. . N Ler'schange our Style for once aad ceafe to rail: 


ye 
: ie Uh Trade, and. we have often found,  _. 


Dili ies we receive the Wound, 
eal fall i in this Si COgege, 
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~ What ‘Ge Red ih ce, 


Is bundled ee Y 
It fears nodiffering Cenfures, ‘or unjuft, % ~- 
And has no Enemies bat Moth end Duff.” 

-” >Tis not with Authors thés) "Who none 
The Reader indy be pleas’d, he’s fafe enough +“ a 
He blames ’em while he reads, yet ftillreadson, © 
The Plesfure’his, while they the Hazard 93 eo 
* hey fondly Fancy yet, "tis lawful.all, Bit 
Parfue the flipp’ry Path and fear no Fall. “°°! 
They can’t, alas, ‘their merry ‘Fits forego.” Lae 
Tho’ ev’ry Latigh' that pleafes thakes a Foe: )* oa 
A Poem foon offerids, if to fevere, 7 
For cach will thirk'he fees ‘bis nage there 5 siew 
And he who ‘reads it may apptatd your Ares su¥ 
Yet fearits Force, and hate-you from his Heart: 
- Forbear pie ‘my Mofe,’and change thy St i 
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> fac laden Mute. attempts to rife, 
+s fhe with.flagging Pinions fics. 

‘Geratch my Head, Lbite,my Nails in vain ; 

For all this mighty Labour of my Brain, 

_Bringé nothing le(s unnatural abroad, 

an B——'s Epic, or than Yalden’s Ode. 

« on the Rack, while Elegy I write; 

tt py Bat have my With when Satire’s arm’d with Spite : 

Then, only then, I feel my felf infpir’d, 

(And foon my Fancy isto Rally fir’d: 

Ee "se, when Apollo invoke, he hears, 

; a ineach angry Page the God appears. 

: Words come with Eafe and in due Order ftand, . 

: ‘wait, the Motion o! of my eager Hand. ” 

_ Were ) paint the Rafcal of theTown, *. « 

: / My Pe, before I think, puts M@——-h down: ... ) 
Wer pan Coxcomb to defiga, 9 
‘ , ‘begs A pees, te oes Be yew * 

jo * at VF ) Ses 
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. At once you meet with P——, W—, and B——, 





¥” Am 12 foolifiy Althor é detctitie” 


Before me, Satire fets the Rhiming Tribe: 
My Verfe comes breaking like « Tempel down, 


With Durfey, O<—b, and the Doater C—— ; 
And for one Scribler of their Rank, you find, 
* A thoufand more, as bad, unnam’d behind. a 
1 triumph to my felf, with fecret Joy, 4 
I thus my Mafe’s happier Arts employ : hig 
Fond of the Stroke, with ev’ry Lafh, my Pen 
"The keener grows, and longs to ftrike again. 


I often with my Mafe, my felf engage, : 
And ftrive to ftop the torrent of my Rage; ie 
In vain I wou’d at leaft fome Perfons fpare,- * et 
Satire forbids, and wages equal War. bung os | 


When once the ee feizes me, t know 






Howe're, true Merit, | fhall always Prize, Re 
corte ange and offend my hai * 
A haat em, ft parties his Prey, + fee 
“And Ba Dine min my way. 







ra his ireenabtades; at my’Head : 
along Life were mitie, and tafting Peace, 
ie The Pleafares of the Town, or Country Eafe ; - 
; ‘Shou'd the wide World againft my Mufe declare, “° 
ty With the whole World 1Miow' my Mufe wou’d war 3 
And Merry, Melancholy, Rich or Poor, 
oe Rhime the Jefs, but rally on the more. 
“Ipity the poor Poet, fome will fay, . 
~ He'll ruc this Rage, and for his Jeft will pay .. 
s ale he touches in a vengeful Mood, — 
¥ quench his Thirft of Satire in his Blood : 
wh ; hap of vid thBee 
—o ee 
©# or Libe v1. Sat. J, Verfe $7- 


“Son me villa (&neétus 
tar, fou. circumyolat alis, » 
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} Lanch’d the matare Corruptions oftheir Times, 
And when the’ furious Pen of Ywuenal 
Ran o’er with Fidods of Bitternefs and Gall, | 
When with keen Bdge, and with unbridd Rage, 
He lafh’d the Vices of an Impious Ages; yt : 
* Yet for their Jeft; Did anyof’emdie? = 
What did they fear'of old, and what thoo'd 12 “oy 
Where do’s my Manner, or my Name appear? ~ 
What Feature does the Writer’s Image bear 2 ~ 4 : 
a 1 don’t to imitate AZ x prefame; na | 
And bring my Verfes out where eer Icome;9> 
My Table ’s not like his, with Papers {pread, 
And fometimes I can fcarce be brought to read: * 
















as ais oo -seres, wo do. 


a by « refty Mufe along, 
can’t {peak well, nor can I hold my Tongue : 





own it muft go, or I hall never reft. 
Enough of this at once. Let’s breath a while, 








te NS ROE 2 SS ; 
Compar'd ani Corretted, from the corey 
‘by Mr. Os pun. 24 


Oo’ all the Creatures which Earth's recs. : 
That fy ith’ Air, or in the Sea are bred, .* 


: f 
Throughout the Globe from Paris to Fapar, its 
The arrant’ft Fool in my Opinion’s: 44.A NI eS 

vy uf 3 ) 


What ? (ftrait 'm taken up) Dare you affirm, 
An Ant, a Butterfly, a crawling Worm, 
A Bull thar chews the Cud, a*braying Aft, 
Or brewzing Goat, do Man in Senfe Surpafi ? 
Do you an Infett of a Day prefer® 
t ren ? - Pag moft aeens Sir. 
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